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back, drawing in the unspeakable luxury of breath and
expelling it with little vibrant sighs.
"You give me more strength than their remedies " he
said. "I didn't know	"
The abruptness with which he let fall her hand warned
her that the release had not been voluntary. His fingers
had lost their grip; his body had slackened and fallen loose
a pallor, stained at the lips and nostrils with dull purple|
grew in his face, and Julie, supporting him, began to crv
for help. She could not be heard; nothing answered her
but a puppy, yapping in the sunshine; nothing moved but
the spiral smoke of a chimney-stack until by chance the
nurse came down the verandah steps and began to throw
pebbles to the puppy. Julie continued to cry out. The
woman turned her head, stared, shaded her dazzled eyes,
and came lumbering across the gravel with the puppy
dancing at her heels.
For a night and the greater part of a day, Rupert lay
in exhaustion, his features visited by the shrunken refine-
ment and the tranquillity of death. The doctor, who
knew him less well than the nurse, feared that he might
die, but Rupert gazed up at him with a silent challenge
that caused him to say when out of his patient's hear-
ing: "There's death in his body, but he has life in his
eyes."
"If he hadn't something to live for/' the nurse answered,
"he might be dead in an hour."
"And what has he to live for? Precious little that I can
see."
"His wife."
The doctor was coaxing the lock of a small bag that he
had propped on the banisters. "Och! An affectionate
couple then," he said with a chuckle, and the nurse, be-
ginning to explain, checked herself and shrugged her
shoulders. Julie was walking towards them down the pass-
age.
The doctor shook a playful, encouraging finger at her>
wishing to show the nurse that he was at ease among these

